Dancing In The Dark 


By: Aidan 


I woke up with the sunrise, just a normal day. I get ready for school, who knows what will happen today. I 
arrived at school surprisingly less tired than usual. I sat down in my seat, today who knows what history 
we'll learn about. Our history teacher Mr. Smith comes in the room with a stack of more books than I 
have ever seen, he places them on the desk with a loud bang. He introduces us to a new topic, World War 
2 more specifically an event that took place during it. He calls it “The Battle of The Netherlands", a 5 day 
conflict in the Netherlands in which many cities were destroyed and led to the country’s defeat and 
eventual occupation. I don’t think much of it, this wasn’t exactly boring. I just didn’t think it seemed 
extreme compared to the wars and pandemics we had learned in this class previously. Mr. Smith’s voice 
booms across the room as he explains that he will be passing out books about the Manstein Plan. More 
commonly known as Case Yellow. A plan created by armed German forces in which they invaded low 
countries in Europe with the end goal of occupying France. As he gathers books from his desk he tells us 
that The Battle of The Netherlands was part of the Manstein Plan in order to reach the northern border of 
france. He begins placing one book on each of our desks, practically slamming them down. Mr. Smith 
seems oddly passionate about this topic, I can't exactly tell why. As he reaches my desk he slams the book 
down in front of me. I stare down at it, the cover is worn and ripped at the edges. It seems he’s handed 
these books out to previous classes of his. Once he’s reached everyone he gets to the front of the class and 
tells us to open the book to the first page. I open it and discover a folded up paper, it’s a bright white hue 
contrasting the browned pages of the book itself. He tells us all to unfold the paper. I open it to find a map 
that says “Netherlands” In the bottom left corner along with the countries flag next to it. Mr. Smith fixes 
his posture, he tells us to get our pens and pencils out to circle key parts of the Netherlands. He explains 
each city we circle will be a key location in the battle of the Netherlands. He then tells us in an 
enthusiastic tone that there will be homework. He drags out the word homework and uses jazz hands to 


silently show that he probably hates us. Upon hearing this the whole class groans in unison, I don’t groan 


because personally I despise homework but I don’t want to hurt Mr. Smith's feelings. He tells us that at 
home it’s our duty to read the book he handed out and match up events in the battle of the Netherlands 
with the map. He says we should read the book to see why the cities we circled on the map were 
important to the history of the conflict. Last thing we have to do is number the circled cities in order of 
the timeline. So, he writes on his chalkboard the cities we should circle on our map. Y’know I’ve always 
noticed that Mr. Smith is what some might call an “Old Soul", someone who enjoys vintage. All of our 
teachers have white boards while Mr. Smith keeps on using an old chalkboard. Same thing with his 
classroom, all of our teachers have posters of things like science, art, and sometimes famous quotes. 
While Mr. Smith only has one poster of Jim Morrison in his class. While I’m in his class that poster 
always seems to be staring at me and it’s frankly scary yet I appreciate it. Anyway, I focus up and circle 
the cities on my map as neatly as I can. I circle the cities The Hague, Rotterdam, Utrecht, Grebberg, and 
Rhenen. The first three seem the most important though as they are all close to one another and connect, 
they are also the most bolded on the map. As the class finishes circling I look at the clock, only 2 minutes 
left “Sweet” I think to myself. Mr. Smith rolls back his sleeve and looks down at his watch, he then tells 
us all to pack up our things. As we do so he mentions one last thing, he leans down on his desk and tells 
us to not lose the book. The tone of his voice is like none I’ve heard him use before, extremely stern and 
strict. He stands up straight and wishes us a lovely day. The rest of the day feels like a blur and before I 
knew it our dismissal bell rings. I stand up to start my walk home, usually I enjoy walking home. 
Especially today, the breeze was so crisp and the sun was setting perfectly. It was a lovely day, I continued 
walking, stepping on those freshly fallen autumn leaves that crunch perfectly. I make it home and open 
the front door to find no one home. My folks are probably working late as usual, giving me time to relax 
and catch up on work and whatnot. I run upstairs to my room and toss my backpack on my bed. I opened 
up my bag to retrieve the book and map. Then I just examine them, wondering if I really want to work 
now. I think about it and realize I have nothing better to do. Then for some reason, and I’m not sure why, I 
just stare at the ceiling. Still with the map and book in my arms I just stare. Not really thinking about 


anything, I just stare as if this ceiling is like listening to the Dark side of the Moon for the first time. That 


is quite a beautiful record that I’m still amazed was made. I think about music for a second, then think 
about my history class, and then I think about this book. I wonder, could I survive the Netherlands during 
World War 11? Could I escape and make it out of the country alive? Did anybody make it out alive? I 
suddenly was focused on finding out these answers. I skim the book and take important chunks to really 
settle my curiosity. As it turns out plenty of Dutch citizens did flee the Netherlands successfully including 
Queen Wilhelmina. They either escaped via boat or passenger carts on long trains. Apparently escaping 
on boat was limited though due to high demand, However transporter carts were quite big and pretty 
available. Once you hoped on that train though, who knows where you'd end up? If I was alive during this 
time, I’d for sure hop on the first train I saw. Lot’s of Dutch citizens fled the country yet had to find a new 
place to call home. That’d be difficult for sure, I’d miss my home. I lay back down on my bed and zone 
out once more, my curiosity was satisfied. I think to myself “Yeah, that's what I’d do, I’d run until I find a 
train. A big one, one that I’d feel safe in. I’d just keep on running, and I don’t think I’d ever stop.” I then 
feel something, something I can describe only as sinking. My stomach drops, like a dream where you’re 
falling yet I was present in the moment. This simply can't be a dream, I feel my whole body sink. I feel 
myself folding inwards as my blankets curve around me. Just like fumbling towards ecstacy, I can feel my 
life slipping away from me. Suddenly, nothing, a blank space, a void. I don’t know where I am yet 
suddenly I'm comfortably numb. Am I alive? Am I still breathing? Is there anybody out there? I don’t 
know, I'm just simply present in a space with no name. Then suddenly I’m in a new place, I don’t know 
where but this seems like life. Walls, a ceiling, a solid floor, and a comfy bed. I sat up so dazed and 
confused, for so long it seems not true. I observe the room around me, dainty coral blue walls with small 
flower patterns. Worn brown wood floor along with a scratched up grainy brown door. To my suprise, 
there's a window to my left. Outside the skies are gloomy and the surrounding buildings are aged 
residences of nothing more than brick and stone. I stand up and see my history book on the ground. How 
did it get here? I pick it up and carry it with me while I explore this house. I am clueless as to where I am 
right now, this can’t be anywhere I’ve been. This is a different home than mine, maybe even a different 


year. Every aspect of this place looks outdated and so unique. I leave the house and step outside to greet 


this new world. This seems like earth, however not like home. The streets are grimy and absent of any 
life, it’s like time stood still. I don’t know what to do so I just run. I need to find people or any sign that 
I'll be okay, I’m scared more than I’ve ever been. I keep running, the only sounds present are my 
footsteps and panicked breathing. I stop and see a solid sherwood green sign, It’s in a different language 
however there is one thing I see. At the bottom of the sign it says “The Hague". Which I recognise, that's 
a city in the Netherlands! I open up my book and look at the pictures of the Netherlands. This place looks 
just like the photos, I’m in the Netherlands! My heart sinks as I realize that the photos match up with this 
place very closely. Meaning that this timeline of the Netherlands is likely during the war. I panic, how can 
I survive this? I try to remember what I learned in class. I think about where I can go to be safe. It then 
hits me that a safe unimpacted city is Utrecht, I open up my map to see where I can go to reach safety. 
The map shows that the Hague and Utrecht were quite close to one another. So I need to reach Utrecht if I 
want to escape safely, hopefully through that PI find a way home. So I start running, not really knowing 
where I’m going. I need to find people that can help me escape this tragedy. Something approaches me, I 
can hear a noise getting louder and louder. I turn around and see planes flying closely. The plane's green 
tint standing out fiercely in the distance. The sounds of them flying just get louder until it’s too much to 
handle. I run, shielding my ears from the horrible noises of the planes. I hear a painfully loud explosion 
followed by the ground shaking fiercely. More explosions each louder than the last just rumble the surface 
to the point where my legs can’t take it. I fall to the ground, unable to get back up again. I can't help but 
look back. I see planes dropping bombs all over this unfortunate city. I scream as the explosions hurt my 
ears and only make my fear grow. A bomb drops close and I watch as I am engulfed in flames. Suddenly, 
Nothing, I can feel my body become limp and all sense of being leaves my consciousness. In a void, hole, 
ditch, space itself, who knows? I wake up, this time back in my bed and my room again. I feel relieved 
and appalled at what has just happened, all I know is that I’m glad I’m back. I catch my breath and stand 
up, still feeling weak and powerless. I have a wicked headache, I feel out of touch with myself. 
Nonetheless I try my best to power through and think about what just happened. How did this happen, it 


seemed like time stood still and suddenly I was somewhere else? Based on what I know, I can travel 


somewhere anytime. Who knows that if I travel back somewhere, it’s the same place as last time? I don’t 
know how much time I have left until I travel somewhere else. Or if I’ll even travel back at all? If it does 
recur, I need a way to protect myself and ensure my safety. I look around my room for weapons, tools, or 
any adhesives. I look over at my desk and grab my swiss army knife, along with my water bottle. I leave 
my room and search the bathroom for the first aid kit. I retrieve it from the cabinet then run downstairs to 
the kitchen. I retrieve a couple more water bottles and some fruit, I hope this will be enough. I run back 
up to my room and grab a cloth bag. I figure if I had a modern backpack and I travel back in time again it 
would turn some heads. I stuff all the essentials in the bag along with my book from class. I guess this is 
my survival kit, I grasp my bag tight and sit down in my bed. I'm exhausted, It feels like all life has been 
drained from me. I lay down on my bed to get some needed rest. I try to sleep yet I can’t, Something's off. 
I feel that same sinking feeling again, and it’s terrible. I can feel myself slipping away, in this moment I 
feel true fear. I only wish my words could just convince myself that it just wasn’t real. Yet that's not the 
way it feels. Each time I blink I feel less in touch with the world. I feel myself falling more and more, I 
can’t tell where I am anymore. Then suddenly, a state of complete and utter nothingness. A void where no 
light, thoughts, or memories are present. Simply nothing, I feel senseless because here there's nothing to 
gravitate towards. There is simply nothing, I don’t know if I’m scared or just simply clueless. Suddenly, 
I’m back in a physical world. I am sitting down against a hard cold wall in what seems to be an alleyway. 
Yet this time around it’s far from tranquil. I don’t know why but there's screaming, not just one scream 
but so many all at once. It hurts my head to hear these pleas for help along with the sound of shoes 
furiously hitting the cold surface. I look all around me and see what must be hundreds of people just 
running desperately. Families and people all in such a hurry to get to who knows where. I stand up and 
hear what sounds like gunfire and pure carnage. Windows breaking, infrastructure crumbling, gunshots, 
and those god awful screams. This is all too much, I believe there's no time to stop and think though. To 
my surprise my survival kit is here, still with everything inside! I grab it and can quickly hear the chaos 
approaching. So I get a move on, I decide to run with the crowd until I can find somewhere safe. I run 


with the crowd, I see lots of lakes and bridges around me yet this time I don’t want to look back. I’m 


scared of what will happen, plus I don’t want to find out why there's so much panic around me. I look 
around me and see flags which seem to be those of the Netherlands. I somehow traveled back to the same 
place as before, is there some connection? I don’t know if I traveled back to The Hague or some other 
place. This city must be close to The Hague though because that's where I saw all the planes last time. I’m 
so confused and scared of what might happen, fear won’t get me anywhere right now though. At this 
moment I need to keep running and following these people. I keep running for what seems like forever, 
throughout this journey all these people have stayed quite consistent and just kept running straight. It 
seems like this path is the safest, away from homes and big industrial like areas. I keep hearing gunshots 
and screaming, many people in this crowd are falling and meeting their demise. I try not to look, yet when 
I do I always regret it. I feel like crying, this is so stressful but I’m being forced to just keep on going. I 
see what I think are German soldiers operating tanks and holding rifles as they destroy this city till it 
crumbles to the ground. Lots of people are being slaughtered and bodies almost everywhere I look. This is 
horrible, war is ugly and a truly terrible thing to witness. Soldiers fighting, families separated, houses and 
buildings burning, and still the whispers of suffering. At this point my legs are tired, especially with my 
bag weighing me down. I drink from my water bottle as much as I can yet it’s difficult while sprinting. 
That's when I hear a whistle of sorts, one from a machine along with a swinging chugging sound. I see 
steam in the air, could this be a train? I run faster to see if I can catch a glimpse, to my surprise there's a 
steam train! It’s down the hill, it seems quite steep and risky to try and catch it. If I were to pursue it I 
would be fleeing the group and who knows what's waiting for me down there. Especially if I go alone, 
this might be my only chance though. I don’t see any other way to escape this place, my goal is to 
evacuate this war safely. This might be my last opportunity to ensure my safety and keep my life. So it’s 
decided, I will completely separate from the group to run down the grassy hill. The train is leaving 
rapidly, I need to pick up the pace. As I’m running I fall and start rolling down the hill, I cut my knee on a 
rock on the way down. I finally reach the bottom and limp towards the train, despite my wound my life 
still depends on this train. I run as fast as I can, I don’t know where this train is going yet, but anywhere 


will be better than here. I reach the steel safe haven, I need to enter an open cart. I see one and run 


towards it, I see my way in through a handle on the side. However, it’s just out of reach yet I just need to 
push through. My leg is aching, I know what has to be done though. I run like I was born to do so and 
manage to grab the handle. I throw my bag in the cart, put both hands on the handle, and pull myself up. I 
climbed into the cart, and I made it. I want to celebrate but I’m too exhausted, I just sit down and enjoy 
the relief. I open my bag and retrieve the first aid kit. I take out the gauze and wrap it around my knee, it 
stops the bleeding for now. I drink what's left in my water bottle and scarf down an apple, I was never 
quite hungry though. I rest in the cart and before I know it the sun has gone down. There's still screams of 
pain and destruction outside which remind me of learning about the Battle of the Netherlands in class. I 
thought I could easily survive the war. Even worse is that I kind of belittled the war itself, I thought it 
wasn’t intense or at all scary. I was so wrong, This was horrible and I realize now that no suffering should 
ever be downplayed. Not even one bit. I realize how homesick I am, I want to go home more than 
anything. Stop this train, I want to get off and go home again. I can’t take the speed that it’s moving in, I 
know I can’t. Honestly, won't someone stop this train. I try to get some sleep, while this cart isn't exactly a 
pillow of winds it’s still something. I decide to rest, I close my eyes and I slip away. I manage to sleep for 
a bit, then when I wake up I’m home again. I’m in my bed and everything seems to be in its right place. 
I’m back home! I jumped out of bed and thanked whatever managed to bring me back home. I don’t know 
how I’m back, yet I’m more grateful than anything. I lay down back in my bed, I’m quite tired. Maybe it’s 
because I ran, and I never quite stopped didn’t I. I’m so happy to be back, right now life is beautiful. I’m 


grateful for my life and everything in it. Gotta just take it all in and appreciate the gift of life. I love life. 


The End 


